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The right to go insane 
Author's Notes: 
A continuation to "My sun" (2nd) and "No more mr. Nice Guy” (Ist) - Kiko's POV. 


As you may know, English is not my native language so please forgive my spelling errors and let me know what 


you think about the story ) 


"Dave.." 


My lips tremble as | pronounce his name and grab his wrist. He turns and faces me, his hazel irises are 
already digging deep into my soul to find the reason | have to call him in such a pathetic tone. His lips part, 


making me swallow. 
"What's up, baby?" 


He sounds worried as he rubs my back lovingly. He's caressing me with his eyes not to hurt me and | can feel 


my heart break at the thinking of what I'm about to tell him. 


"Sit down, please" | say calmly. 


My eyes indulge in admiring the surprise in his for a little bit too long and | feel my cheeks flush. He's afraid 
of whatever | could be about to say, it is plain to see. The thing | haven't realized yet, is that | am too. 

| have been absent-minded for the last few days and today things are getting even worse. | can't concentrate 
nor play well, my mind is just somewhere else.. and | know why. My memories put back together as | close my 


eyes and take a deep breath. 


It all started on Monday. 


Time for rehearsals for half of Megadeth. 


The recordings for Dystopia had already started; David was recording some bass tracks and | was just fooling 
around in the studio. Dave wasn't there, he had some interviews to do in the morning while Chris hooked up 


with his parents since he was done with the drum parts. 


/ will be a good chance to get in Touch with Ellefson, | thought. He didn't seem to like me that much but, after 
all, we hadn't even had the opportunity to get to know each other a little better. 


Our only exchange was the morning "Hi" before Dave beckoned me to himself. And David didn't seem to like it 


that much. 

| was messing around, thinking about how to approach him, when someone shoved me against the wall. 

"What the fuck?" | turned around to face my assailant and, to my surprise, it was David. He didn't seem the 
kind of guy who would've beaten the shit out his band's new lead guitarist, but that was what was about to 
happen, apparently. It was just me and him, alone together in the chill-out zone of the studio. "Why did you do 
that?" 


He shot me a death glare and stood still, frozen like an iceberg. 


"Do what?" 
| stared at him, incredulous. If it wasn't for his look, | would've sworn it was an accident. 
"Shoving me!" | replied, wearing a nervous smile. 


He bursted into a cruel laughter before he hissed: 


"You shoved me first.” 


That turn, | was the one frozen. 
"W-what.." | didn't know what to say, at that point. "What do you mean? | didn't real-" 


"Oh yes, you did’ he interrupted me, placing carefully his bass on its support. That's when his fiery eyes 
stared back again at mine. He looked like he was about to explode and | was there, in his hands, helpless and 


alone. 


Dave, | screamed internally. Dave, save me. 


But Dave wasn't there. 


"| think you realized it a long time ago. And | believe you know what I've been stolen | got nothing against you, 
kid. But you." he sighed in frustration. "You had to come here and steal him from me. No, not even that. That's 
okay. Do you want to fuck him? Go on, do it. If it was only about sex.. You had to stole his heart, to make him 
believe everything could be great again!" 


He raised his hands dramatically. 


"Look, kid. It may be great for you.. | get it, you're part of Megadeth and you got to the heart of the chief, 
kudos on that. But as you can see there's older people here that have been around for years-" 

That was my turn to interrupt his soliloquy. 

"dike you." 


He clamped his jaw, emanating pure hate from his whole being. 


| couldn't believe to be the reason he turned into such a lunatic. He was commonly known as a good guy. 
Reality hit me suddenly and without warnings as his fist came into contact with my stomach, doubling me over 


In agony. 


"Save your breath, baby" he hushed me, as | whined in pain "He's not gonna have your back forever. All I'm 
asking you is only not to make him suffer." 
He then came closer to my ear. "Listen to the man who was here before you were and who'll be here after 


you'll be gone" he whispered, before walking away. 


These are my memories. 


| haven't told anything to anyone to this day, but now | realize | have to take this weight off my chest to go 
on and to have the strength to watch Dave in the eyes again 


He trusts me. 


He has to know. 
He's sitting, waiting patiently for me to be ready to talk - | just have to. 


"Just spill the beans, baby" he urges me kindly, with a forced smile, 

"Hts David! | spit out 

He looks confused but also embarrassed, his cheeks have turned bright red, his fists are now clamped. 
"David" he repeats slowly, in a low tone. | just nod, feeling even more awkward. 

Stupid idot, see? You shouldn't have told him. Hell never beleve you Its your word aganst Davids Best-case 
scenario, youre gonna spit fucking Megadeth in two. Worst case.. they'll get nd of you Dave will Good job, Kiko 
Really 

My eyes meet his for a last time, seeking for any hint of resentment.. in vain He looks terribly sorry, though 
"What happened?" 

Now, Im not so sure | want him to know what really happened. | still have to tell him, however. 

‘He. 

| sigh and rub the back of my neck 

"He. 2 


"He... fuck." 


"Dammit Kiko, just tell mel" he barks, pounding his palms on the table he's sitting at. Maybe David is right. 
Maybe he's not so patient - and for a good reason, this time - and I'll end up hurting him. 


He looks almost desperate to know, like he already had a hint of what was going on as | said David was involved. 
Strange coincidence. | can read it, mixed with frustration, in his beautiful hazel eyes. Maybe he knows 


something, sure more than what he's telling me. 


"You know what?" | lick my lips and squint my eyes as unmeant signs of defiance. | feel nearly feverish as | 


speak. "He'll be the one telling you. Go ask him! You two need to talk” 


And in so saying, | slam the door behind my back as | walk out of the room, leaving him alone with his 


unresolved problems. 


